Serge. He turned round, saw Frossia and his wife, apologized to the
woman, took back the bottle, and returned the money. Frossia heard
his rasping voice: *Just a mistake, Citizeness, just a mistake ... I

apologize most sincerely------' but above his voice rang Lilian's sudden

scream, and the scene became grotesque, unreal, exaggerated. Lilian's
moist hand still clutched Frossia's cold fingers, and Frossia could hear
her mutter: 'He will kill me... He will kill me... He said so.'

Serge carried a basket with several bottles. He let it fall, his eyes on
them both, and from a distance Frossia listened to the plaintive music
of splintered glass. Then Serge's right arm shot out and seized Lilian.
His left dealt Frossia a blow, and she swayed. Above her head rose an
incredible din of several voices, Serge's drowning them all. Frossia
knew he was abusing her, and she also knew that she did not care, but
Lilian had trusted her, and she must not abandon Lilian who was
weeping, paint streaking down her cheeks. Serge was telling the tense
gathering of buyers and sellers that his poor misguided wife had been
enticed from virtuous paths by her, Frossia, and Lilian sobbed on, and
nobody knew what it was about, but a crying girl and an angry husband
provided a thrilling chapter from life, and nobody thought of anything
except that it was interesting, fraught with violent movement and no
less violent abuse. Serge's dark evil face looked almost tragic, they
thought, and his raucous voice alive with conviction, and the crowd
left off buying and selling, and drew closer. They knew nothing, there
was nothing to know, but Lilian wept, Serge shouted, and Frossia's
strange cold face reflected disgust rather than bewilderment, and no
crowd could ever remain indifferent to disgust. It stirred them to slow
anger, but they waited. The scene belonged to Serge for the moment,
and they enjoyed listening to him, and the few militiamen kept outside
the crowd. Serge continued painting a picture of peaceful and even
decorous home, its loveliness shattered by the cunning and perfidy of
Frossia. He stopped, and someone muttered angrily, and a big potato
was aimed at Frossia's head and hit her on the shoulder. She was no
longer cold but furious.

'How dare you? How dare any of you?' yet her voice did not truly
reflect her mood. She kept thinking of Lilian, she must not lose sight
of her, and the crowd misread the hesitant note in her voice for
cowardice and fear. The first potato was followed by another, and by a
third. They were aiming more carefully now, and suddenly a pebble
hit Frossia on the lips, and at the same time Serge, his grievance fully
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